FOREWORD
NO GREATER DISTINCTION COULD HAVE BEEN CONFERRED
on me than SomervelTs request to write a Foreword for
his book. For he is the very salt of the earth. Of all
the Everest men I met I took to none more than to him.
And fortunately his book is very Somervell—that is, it is
human to the core.
Somervell is no mean mountaineer: he is one of five
who have reached the 28,ooo-feet level. He is no mean
painter: his picture of Everest adorns the walls of the
Royal Geographical Society's House. He is no mean
musician: he has transcribed Tibetan songs and played
them in England, He is no mean surgeon: he served
as a surgeon in the Great War. He is no mean lover
of men : he has given up a lucrative practice and devoted
his life to alleviating the bodily sufferings of Indians and
putting new spirit into them.
Above everything he is a Christian. But he is a thorough-
going English Christian, with all the gay courage of the
unadulterated Englishman and all his incapacity to see
anything but good in the worst. He is haunted to this
day by the horrors of hospital scenes behind the Battle
of the Somme ; but he marked " an unselfishness, a spirit,
and a comradeship " that he had never seen in peace-
time. And instead of appealing to men's fears as a reason
for efforts to preserve peace, his conclusion is that " the
very gloriousness of the spirit of man is a call to the nations
to renounce war and give love a chance to bring forth
the best/'
Similarly, though he was devotedly attached to Mallory
and was with him on Everest just before Mallory and
Irvine were lost, he did not deplore their loss as being
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